JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
Mrs. D. said that perhaps I should not at first care very much
for Walldey; that he united a very broad mind with a good deal
of superficial conventionality, was prim, precise, very difficult
to please, and ferociously ironic etc.
Tuesday, February 28th.
While I was lying in bed yesterday morning I read in the Figaro
that Marcel Schwob had died on Sunday. He dined with me
oa the i6th and seemed vivacious enough. Since then I had
heard nothing. I lunched with the Davrays yesterday, and
Davray cried in talking about it. He had just been to the house
and seen Maurice Schwob. In the evening I received from
Maurice Schwob, via Philippe Champion, a request that I should
communicate with Marcel's English friends. Moreno is only
supposed to arrive in Paris this morning. I had some excellent
ideas for " S. and P. Love " yesterday and Sunday.
Thursday, March 2nd.
I went with Raphael to Schwob's house yesterday morning. We
arrived late and the cortege had gone ; so we signed our names
and departed. The concierge, moved, told us that Moreno was
excessively fatigued and that her brother was " in the article
of death ". This phrase on the lips of a concierge was striking.
I dined with Raphael at the Cafe Zimmer in the building of the
Chatdet.
Raphael told me a good story about Tree. Tree came to
Paris and went down to the Fran9ais to demand free tickets. He
was knocked about from one official to another till he found the
right one. ' A quel titre, monsieur ? J asked the official.
" Je suis M. Tree," said Tree.
" Mais i quel titre demandez-vous des billets ? "
" Je suis M. Tree, Tacteur de Londres."
" Ah, vous savez, si nous donnions des billets k tous les acteurs
de Londres . . .!"
Friday; March yd.
Somerset Maugham came up for tea. He has a very calm almost
lethargic demeanour. He took two cups of tea with pleasure
and absolutely refused a third; one knew instantly from his
tone that nothing would induce hrm to take a third* He ate
biscuits and gaujrettes very quickly, almost greedily, one after
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